GREEK BUCKETEER
Pieter had an immobile face and never raised his voice above pianissimo level. In the bare hotel that served as a transit camp he came to my room, impassive as ever, and made a gesture. I followed him eagerly, expecting a chota peg. Alas, on entering his room, for some unexplained reason, he let the bottle slip on to the stone floor. I stared mournfully at the oozing pool and the broken glass. Then he sat on the bed bowed under all the sorrows of the world, snuffing the scent of the spilled Scotch.
We were awaiting an air-lift from Bari to an airfield called Araxos in the north-west corner of the Peloponnese. Now bad weather held us up. We began to have some inkling of the plan of campaign. A small mixed force under the command of Major Earl Jellicoe, C.O. of the Special Boat Service, was being landed in the Peloponnese with strictly limited objectives. Its title was abbreviated to "Bucket Force." The main purpose, apparently, was to prevent the outbreak of civil war as the Germans, threatened by the Russian advance across their lines of communications in the Balkans, hurriedly withdrew.
Sixty officers and men of the Special Boat Service had been dropped at Araxos on September 22, under command of Major Ian Patterson, who was Jellicoe's second in command. It was a rushed decision. Patterson afterwards told me that he only received his orders at eight o'clock on the night before the jump. His men were 100 miles from Bari, and he had to get them to Brindisi to embark in the air transports. They landed without opposition. The R.A.F. had begun to send supplies and reinforcements of the R.A.F. Regiment, when bad weather grounded all aircraft, making Araxos airfield unusable.
Patterson's job was to soothe a highly inflammatory situation, and he did so by bluff. It was not merely the rivalry of the various Greek Andarte bands that caused him concern. The most dangerous element in Patras comprised 1,300 members of the Greek Security Police, a German-organised body roughly corresponding to the Milice in France. The Greek Andartes, emboldened by the signs of impending evacuation, had come down from their mountain hiding-places and were spoiling for a massacre.was to come from the Middle.ain road, wasd to this, he had jet-black hair, darkat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
